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ascena of a broken child 
(for Anna) 

into the rosary she danced 
with worn body and failing limbs 
a blind ancestor in the realm of 
the ritual of an aged woman 
patterned and pure 
simple and salient 
hopeless 


and yet so assured 


candlelight 


and 


rain 


O 
J have love, but no lover 
A goal, but no direction 
How then am 1 
To attain your affection? 
One such as I 
So far from perfection... 


I want to lie by your side and moan 
MO, MOAN, MOAN! 

Oh how I would moan 

5low, low groans 

Oter you, my hoped for home 
Jacqueline, I am alone 

And to your heart do moan 

Moaning for just a loan 

For the heart no one may own 

This is known 

This is known 

But if you could, just hold my bones 
Oh they are as stone 

Lone lonely bones 

And low 

So Low 

So low below my bones 

Your seed has been sown 

Your seed has been sown 

And forevermore will grow 

Though cyclones blow 

And foes bestow plagues of crows 
Your seed shall grow 

Grow in me in moaning odes 

See how your seed has Grown, GROwn, GROWN! 
Oh the woe my moaning shows 

Though in your throe redemption glows 
And though I've sinned 

I have atoned 

Hear my beating heart explode 
Salvo! Salvo! 

bo not disown its driving drone 

For you alone it seeks to know 

It overflows 

Tt overflows 

Like molten moaning my love flows 
Let my moaning row and row 

And row us through the oceanous zones 
To indigo ozone rainbows 

Where we shall feast 

On snow and moans 

And lose ourselves 

In the undertow 


therearenomoresharpedgesnownothingisdiscreteeverythingisflowing 
intoeverythingelseandtheredoesnotseemtobeanythingleftatalltosay 


Sullen minds born 
Blood not blue 


Suffering too real 


Skull Dance 


and yet 


We remain coldiy 


Why 


Each 
Teaching in 
Too unclear to be 


Yet this is where 


Each 


we 


breath kills 


forced to submit 


hear inside 


but 


hazed 


of 


menstuating cattle 


stinging 


for indifference 


innept 


are we not what 


and 


we were? 


leads 


abstractions 


home 


we 


our 


all reside 
to the mad hammering 


skulls 


buzz 


mortal thoughts 


of art 


the meaningless 
the finite years 
the passing into darkness which inevitably comes 


ing through 


it is only in the pas 
that art like love 
can be said to be of value 
to be saved by a poem 


redeemed by a song 


delivered by the vision of another heart 
may each life be touched by such vision 


and each heart embraced by such love 


I want to melt into the array of new possibilities 


My blistered soul floats motionless in waves of stinging agony 
This pain has become perfectly intense and neverending 

These wounds never heal 

I never stop bleeding 

[l never become numb 

This pain is primeval 


These thoughts ar ancient 


It is all old by now 
Yet still far from fading 


I no longer believe there i such a thing as death 


But only immortal suffering 


My critical condition is forever prolonged 


Existence hopelessly stale 


The only thing new is my increasing level of weakness 


This battle is taking its toll 


I am too weak to twist and mold these words 

I am too weak to hold my thoughts 

I am too weak to even care 

I don't know if I want to relate any of this even to myself 
For it and I are equal in entirety 

This is eternity 

Desire has led me to this place and abandoned me 

I want to sleep forever 


May this weakness completely overtake me 


solar assault 


sunrise has become a nightmare 
alive with sunstorms 

and hailing winds 

i am pulled as an infant 
surgically removed 

from its mother's womb 
evening's cold sanctuary 
disturbed by robin songs 

and then 


ion's burst 


the sounding invas 
giving way to noon 


and crowded city streets 


of 


penetration 


moon 


given to the night 


born in lownes 


s 


suspended for an eve 


in the unshackled vastness of 


then returning to the depths 
a full blue mirror 
reflecting the lonely spirit 


of a distant sun 


heaven 


a love poem 


your silence is a cornerstone 
upon which 1 build 


dark mansions of thought 


caught in the cobweb of their eternity 


I ponder our past incarnations 


your significance has become 
that of sand to stone 
your magnificance now juxtaposed 


with scenes of laboratory torture 


and sounds of curt mammalian crie 


stumble hither into this dream 


a rusty scrap of airplane metal 


is clawing at your ovaries 


your ripped out uterus 
hangs stapled to my wall 
coughing up its motor oil 
and gristie 


upon my violently spasming floor 


your silence speaks 


much too loudiy 


whoa wonder woman 


slippery sins sguirm my soul 

gooey gravitating globules of sunsiime 
greet green brainstem roses 

I got my mojo slinky workin for me mama 
walkin down your stairs 

upon a pyramid of perplexed mealy worms 
the resurrected radioactive goat 

stands grazing 

while bedbugs mate in my mattress 
thoughts of heartworm 


juicy lettuce creepy crawlers flavor the salad I am 


and you are a naughty decongestant 


taken orally to relieve my aching sinus cave bladder 


preparing 


the end of love 


when all my butterflies have turned to worms 


and tadpoles churn my brain 
grievous masks i will show you 


and you will turn away 


Parallel Seasons 


Lost in the winter Of the storm 
Seeking the spring of the tide 
Living at the autumn of reflection 


Dreaming in summer seas of mind 


sounds 


rubies 

blood 

charcoal 

look through my eyes 

stillness surrounding all motion 
senselessness clouding all words 
restless 

darkness 


sand 


the beginning 


L reach 
for you 
like a 
reaches out 
for the spike 
that reaches 
straight 

into his vein 


junkie 


you could be 


just another fix 
maybe just another 
temporary deliverance 
and then 
straight back to hell again 
but maybe 
just maybe 
maybe this time 
maybe this time baby 
maybe this time baby the rush will last forever 
maybe this time L'!'ll never come back down 
maybe this time I'll never have to come back 
to this noplace 
to this nowhere 
to this nowhere land 
to this pitiful nowhere land 
of no-way-out 
and no-can-do 
and no-can-see 
no hope, no way, no how 
maybe this time an overdose is what I need 


hunger and disease 


feed my fever woman 


fuel my frenzied jazz 


there's leprosy in my heart woman 


what disease does your heart have? 


a love poem 


in my heart there is a mind 
which withers and blooms 
like a perennial tragedy 

a garden of swollen fragrance 

an absence 

a sole altar taprestry 
rippling unhindered 


in the wind 


if you would enter you would find haven 
if you would enter you would find grace 
if you would enter you would find hunger 


relieved, redeemed in love's embrace 


there is stellar waters i shall speak to 
of god's fallen last creation 
with breath and spine do speak to me 


of lost impressionist revelations 


speak soft and true to my open eyes 
speak dear and crazed and wise 
iet lovers love in hopeless days 


till light paints boundless skies 


you 


Sic Transit 


From the beginning 

To the end 

From the origin 

To infinity 

From the egg 

To the point of disgust 


Out of the depths 


A god from a machine 


By the grace of God 1 breath 


Glory to God in the highest 
The source and origin 
Here and everywhere 


Praise to God 


Holy of holies 


The way 

The truth 

The life 

The uttermost point 
A 


lways the same 


The voice of the people is the voice of God 
A voice and nothing more 

He has not been found 

Touch me not 

An unknown country 

A closed sea 


Such is the way to the stars 


holy lust: a brief screenplay 
Scene: a white room 


because desire exists. 


Man: (face close~up) The world exis 


within the gods. 


Woman: (face close-up) Desire exis 
Man: (robed and standing, full body shot) The gods exist within 
ourselves. 
Woman: (robed and standing, full body shot) Let us recognize 
our true nature. 
(long shot of the two facing each other, disrobing) 
Man: (upper body shot) I am Shiva, the dark lightening, the 
erect lingam, father of day and night, dancer of universes. 
Woman: (upper body shot) 1 am Shakti, the green egg, the fertile 
oven, mother of life and death, consort of Shiva. 
(far shot of man moving towards woman, pushing her backwards 


onto a white bed) 


Man: (getting on top of woman) May the eternal energy rise up 
our spines. 


Woman: (copulation begins, upper body shot) Prom desire. 


Man: To compassion. 
Woman: To devotion. 
Man: To wisdom. 
Woman: To the thousand petal lotus of enlightenment. 
Man: (head shot, whispering in her ear) May our copulation 
be the vessel of enlightenment. 
Woman: (whispering in his ear) May our copulation be the 
eternal act of becoming. 
(upper body shot, each lifts one arm under the pillow and 
pulls out a pistol from beneath) 
Man: (closer upper body shot, holding pistol at woman's mouth) 
Life. 
Woman: (pointing pistol at man's temple) From death. 
(she kisses the pistol barrel, which the man places in 
her mouth; she presses her pistol deeper into his temple) 
Man: (still copulating, speaking in heaving thrusts and 
rhythmically as in a countdown) Om Ma Ni Pad Me Hum. 


(the next second screen goes black as two gunshots FIRE!!) 


Looking~Glass Girl 


Something in my head's 
Blown a fuse 

A wayward guru 

Writes his muse 

Says, “Don't you worry 
Cause I'm alright. 
Cast down your reflection 
Shower me with your Light." 


'bout me 


Cause I'm a boy in a fishbowl 

In a looking-glass world 
Superfluous fluidity 

Is all that I observe 

I'd reach for your impermanance 
But there's nothing there to hold 
Cause you 

You're a looking-glass girl 


Come fly me to your astral tower 
Cascade me to the sea 

Release the evening's elven power 
All is but a dream 

Look at me 

Ah, look at me 

Cast down your reflection on me 
All is but a dream 

Process reality 

Process reality 

Process reality 


You can have my love 
If you want my love 
You can have my blood 
If you want my blood 
Tell me, what does it 
Taste like giri 


My dream self darkens 
With each kiss 

Ten lives lived lost 

In emeraid mist 

A new perception 

Giving birth 

To spectrum skies 

And royal earth 

O'er you 

In your nighttime world 


Penance 


Born of yellow stained bitterness 


Bleached clean in the disinfectant s 
of hungered alienation 

A petitioner trapped upon a blind and fevered reentry 

Found naked and prostrate 

Silent and motionless 


Pause 


Needle driven fixation 


Visions of Liquid Drain~O sent scorching through the veins 


at mainline speed 
beath junkie angels 
The Comatose Savior 


Freezedried Judgement descending. . y 


The record of our crimes is recorded in our bones 


The record of our crimes, the bones in our streets 


the bones 


manifest manifesto 


dada is the hobbyhorse 
dada, tail of the holy 
dada, goodbye 

dada yes indeed dada 
dada mother dada father 
dada--the baby carriage 


dionysus apollo 
domine anno 
logos mantra 


dada 


COW 


obsession 


dada 

dada the great spectacle 

dada the illogi lly sens 

dada birth of the deathle 

dada and we see that we are blind 
when kali ma eats our bones 

she is eating dada 

vishnu dreams in dada 

what is the resurrected christ 


other than dada 
dada is the 
dada is all of this 
and dada 
but first and last 

dada is dangerous 
politicians fear dada 
popes and intellectuals 
dada is the plague that 
hoo or hoo orvae 
desaynatatae 

verstaka ohm 

o dada o dada 

o name whose repitition 
and fertile vacancies 
that which wills itself 
dada inborn dada unborn 


dada smashing all frameworks of thought and conception 


o devourous dada 
dada o dada 

dada raum dada daum 
verstaka dada orvae 
desaynatatae 

coool 


buddha's secret 


is none of this 


desire 


hemorrhoids from dada 


all artists 


get 
will kill 


brings anti-erections 


beyond being 


the purging 


to surrender to God is not 
to repent is not enough 

to love is not enough 

1 cannot forgive my sins 
even if God has 

and so I shall torture myse 
if God denies me Hell 

1 shall purge my sins merci 
myself as a man shall I fla 


my spirit body 


enough 


if 


lessly 


il 


hammering out my own passion 


and crucifixion 

for I am unworthy of God's 
and of His Sacrifice 

and so, as a fire claims a 
so shall pain claim my soul 
that it may be born clean 
in the stainless monarchy 


of Heaven 


grace 


forest 


dharma talk 


through ladies! undergarments 


cunts are speaking to me 
I hear them saying 


"The must want 


for want is the law 

that is written into man" 
in a far fainter voice 

a clear ringing instills 
“Dharma is the true law 
and man is its fountain" 
but each sense of my flesh 
does rise up against it 
and new cunts speak louder 
“Heaven can wait" 

yet praise be 

the holy mysteries 

dharma admonishes 


"There is only now" 


Elaysian Gaze 


I 


bire as wolves 

Naked and forgot 

Take heed of unnursed wounds 

Too helpful to be sins 

Too darkened to be gems 

Encrusted as the shell that encases one with comfort 

Entrusted to the luxury of darkness 

Propelled in languid strokes through placid streams 
distilled of all but freshness 


EL 


I sleep tonight in aqua twilight 

Under pale blue stars 

Wrapped in midnight denim sheets 

Sewn into blue-lit wonder 

Marooned an royal sands stretched far beyond 
the gasping ocean waves 


TEE 


Midday 

Midway 

Resting in the sun 

Behind me live memories 

Below me dead life 

The roadside rusted with passions 

I walk to the stars on brittle crystal bones 
Ground finer with every crackling step 
The bones in my spine cracking 

into bronze copper dust 

Becoming warm chrome nourishment 

For the blue hungering air 


Burial Shroud 


The skylight burns the bodies of the roadcrew 
as they weld the earth's broken crust 
Contrived confinement 
Catalyst of pain 
Red fire 
Blistering heat 
Ovens of the new holocaust 
Burning for the new gods 
robed in new verse 
and new made shame 
We are the ones who call these gods to feed 
We bring them the poison to fuel our hunger 


We bring them our children 


to shade with steel 

We offer to them the burnt remains if civet fields 
and pray for their blessing 

Longing to take warm refuge 
in their gift 


of showering shrapnel 


scrapin' 


scrapin out my bow] 
Lookin for some resin 
freakin outa my head 
tryin to hitch a ride 
takes me 

down to the wiro (4x) 


tokin up a storm 
till my eyes 


to 


are on fire 


been lookin for my soul 
all i find is my desire 


sends me 
down to the wire (4x) 


feelin down and ont and 


heaven 


wired 


God's Spirit is a bullet 
Christ is the target 
Mamma Abba is the marksman 


That pulls the trigger down 


My body is a rifle 
My mind is the chamber 
My heart is the trigger 


God's finger rests on 


You know nothing of this maiden 
I am nothing nowhere wadin' 
Life is nothing but a weapon 


Pumpin' bullets in my Lord 


Our body is the rifle 
Our mind is the chamber 
Our heart is the trigger 


God's finger rests on 


God's Spirit is the bullet 
Christ is the target 
Mamma Abba is the marksman 


That pulls this trigger down 


Pull 
This trigger 


Down 


Feast Day 


Roaming wolves circumambulate the shrine. 

Prayer wheels spin in the wind. 

Impatience is flogging the heart 

forty stinging lashes 

as the temple virgin slowly ferries the sacrifice 
to a flowered alcove. 

With open mouths and heat 

creation has waited for this hour. 

An ocean of blistered tongues 

cries out to the Lord, 

"Lamb of God 

that taketh away the sins of the world, 

grant us peace!" 

With four fornicating thrusts the lamb is slain; 
t 


he sacrificial knife glistens atonement. 


In seizures of pure magnitude 


constellations rupture in the sky. 


The shrill thrilled cackling of strange angels 
diving wantonly earthward 

fills a firmament of flares, 

as spectral bells summon 

an orgy of heavenly saints 


to dine and feast on martyrdom. 


This day, Lion, love's lifeblood is our own. 


Deus ex Deus 


Wail not to the moon 

Cry not to the stars 

They cannot guide you NOW 
For they are as wavering as the currents 
which drift and ensnare you 
Bare out your chest 

Enflare your eyes 

Tear away your skins 

And welter in honest agony 
Roll and surge 

Soaked in blood 


Marined in blood 


Enseaed by blood and pain 

Sail now by no map or guide 

Sail now by chord, wind, and wish 
Nightmariner 

Homeless skychild 

None can free you from your dream 

None can deliver you from veiled obscurity 


Saviors are for the saveless 


a sacrificial offering 


adulterers and plagues 

badly beaten doormen sleeping in wooden church pews 
tormented organ music blasting through candlelit refraction 
an unearthly procession monitoring the stained glass altar 
incense rising 

angels kneeling 

drunkards stammering for the unlocked door 

hidden in their stupor 

tenuous 

sinuous rapture 


God the snake coiling 


equation 


mystical animals are gathering in the forest 
consecrating sacred tree limbs 
preparing for a pre-genital exorcism 
colours and gaseous shapes scent organless minds 
yet ali is still 
viral loneliness 
the gaping Chasm too vast 
to be filled 
by even God's unceasing love 
straining love can only parallel emptiness 
stretching as far as the Void 
as coextensive absolutes 
which never embrace 
throughout cavernous histories the cells of God have evolved 
the seeds of God have been fruitful 


though too have the spores of Evil multiplied 


God x Evil = Infinite Loss 


refuge 


the heart of God skips a beat 
the heart of a deceased man beats once or twice, then cea 
a dying woman gives birth to a stillborn calf 


and i am stillborn from the womb of God 


floating in the sea of life as an egg in a universal t 
severed limbs mayonnaise towards union 
sweet streams of blood return us to aortal caverns of chastity 
i am redundant, as all men 
i am laid bare and spasming 
God's arrows fly downward to the darkest depths 


and none can foresee their stabbings 


Alone in my Madne 


I have come to understand the dreams of madmen 
Por I too have been froze and fevered by expanded 
Not even having gravity to pull me back down 

Not even having longing for knowledge any longer 
I have already learned too much 

For I have realized that I am trapped 

[In a self-contained universe 

From which there is no escape 

I have seen its vastlessness 

I have tasted its eternal hopelessness 

I have become one with the echoing sounds in the 
And crawled on the waking tides of infinity 
Restless and freaking 


The only home to be found is the host Abyss 


Now my only freedom is my freedom 

And my only feeling is my fear 

My only regret is existence 

And my only comfort 

Knowing that many others have come this way 


And never returned 


wallessne 


darkness 


golgatha p 


shree gashree 

shree illis goofa 
malas mu gashree 
goofa goofa 

ma gashree malas fa 
shree gashree malas fa 
llis fa bagra shastuva 
mashree gavashree 
gavasnata ill 

gashree vashree 

qavas nata ill 


let us remystify the church 


the sins of man have wounded heaven 
God's mare is bleeding Sundays 

a sextuplet of Sabbaths 

follow flow 

six Genesian days of atonement 

six Polar nights of abandonment 
God's mare is riding 

nail and beam 

opening communion 

the sanctum sanctorum 


kyrie elesion 


all things lead to God 


Seeds of Vagrancy 


Blessed by the whores on Ninth Avenue 
Scorned by the priests and salesclerks 
Wearing and bearing the lonely distance 
Unrequited 

Unsatisfied 

Unbridgeable 

Alone in freedom's lair 

Tired 

Wishful 

Wanting magic 


Wanting words to live. .. 


No word can free you 
No penance redeem you 


No day can see you 


Being untorn 


Last Rites 


tr close my eyes 
and burn them shut 
sealing my lair to the worming world 


decayed and falselit 


1 close my arms 


and chain them shut 


sealing my fate 


as self-ordained isolate 


There are no inlets 
to my island mind 
the shores all are mined 


and the hungry water barrier 


is the desert ocean of eternity 


cremation 


turned and burned 

this unshelved self now sunders 
below is the furnace 

fed by falling bodies 

fueled by gravity 


no need to grasp any longer 


Suicide Prayer 


I slash and shelve this sickened self 
that now lays vomiting from too much 
Poisoned and betrayed by too much life 
May it shatter against the concrete sky 
which forbids its passage 
And then shower down 
through the ripening air 
To meet its final dispersion 
and dissolution 
While my purer essence passes beyond 
into the vault of an unknown heaven 
Where God too has met dispersion 
And final 
par ultimate 


dissolution 


light 


sinchain 


my regret is a vast mansion 
built on an unholy precipice 


and demons 


filled with starving ghosts 
the devil himself dwells there 

in chains 

t am pulled there night after godless night 
by my own jailor mind 

for shame's sentence is lifelong 

and repenting is not enough 

there's no way to escape a bad trip 

one can only fill it with love 

and so this night I swim to this mansion 
with incinerating love in my palms 


and at its cliffbase 


I open my handwounds 

unleashing a firecloud 

which breaths loving flames of bloodrose hopefulness 
and the charred red promise 


of ultimate erosion 


Movements of Morning 


O Craving Dreamer 


Wading in cravenous saltwater wave 


Forsake thy craven dreaming as but lies 


Wake gravid into timelined corridor 
Arise 


Walk forward to conscious animation 


Step stunning and breezed toward windsealed, heart filled, 


soul-less vision 


Transpolar placement winding speechless and serene 


Stoned silent salience protruding from once fes 


The mind is birthing miracles 

Miraculous nature draped in bathed perception 
Absolute 

Obsolete 

A quantum womb's conception 

The copious cornucopia 

Is alive with causality 

Gather all unto your selves 


Now shines the dawn 


tive 


dreams 


rancid koan 


dark genesis 
the lingam dance 


light emergin from darkness merging with non~becominc 
C si g J 


the sound of bowel movements 
pounding fornication 
samsara breeding. . . . 


Bear witness O Consciousness 
to the Invokation made on Your behalf: 


Homage to the Black Mahaguru, Saint Dirge 
and to the All-Consuming Mystic Void into which He 


O Revealer of the impossible Liberation 


I come before You as a godless man 
knowing only the spirit force of torment 


I call upon You to invoke Your Power 
that all beings may find the strength 
to follow Your Great Example 


Ovae Servae Uhm 


Saint Dirge 

Saint Dirge 

Patron Saint of Suicides 

Ascetic Monk of the Desert 

Barren and lonely 

Annointed by the Apocalypse 

Born of the Maelstrom 

Prophet of the doomed and writhing 
Self-purged of desire. .. 


You killed Yourself 

With a sculpting knife 

You killed Your Self 

Life from life sculpting Yourself 

Self into Night 

Cutting out Your Heart to feed Your Sight 

Gone now on that endless flight -- past madness 


Saint Dirge 
Starving Nomad of the Cryptic Abyss 
Fart down Your Blessing on this our mortal race 


passed 


We Are Ready 


Live in loneliness, die in silence 

The funeral procession cannot. be stopped 
New boots and three cans of shoe polish 
We are ready for that long march ahead 
Ready for that dark, endless sleep 

So worry not, Scorpio, my brother 
Genocide is not an evil, but a blessing 
And fear not Necros, our father 


For death is not painful, but peaceful 


the moment's eternity 


Ascend holy virtue 

Grace absinthe sky 

And heaven with thy passing 
For the moment's eternity 
Lashes the eternal return 
And God is nauseous 

Man has mystified elementals 
And demystified absolutes 
Into relative pews 

Of a vacant cathedral 

God is not dead 

God is nauseous 

And the eternal recurrence 
is reaffirmed 


in a new moment's eternity 


Love-letter 


In my heart there is a mind 
which witbers and blooms 
like a perennial tragedy, 

a garden of swollen fragrance, 
an absence, 

a sole altar tapestry 
rippling unhindered 
in the wind. 


If you would enter 

you would find haven; 
if you would enter 

you would find grace; 
if you would enter 

you would find hunger 
relieved, redeemed 

in love's embrace. 


There in stellar waters 

i shall speak to thee 

of god's fallen last creation. 
With breath and spine 

do speak to me 

of lost impressionist revelations. 


Speak soft and true to my open eyes, 
speak dear and crazed and wise. 

Let lovers love in hopeless days 

till light paints boundless skies.... 


Lament of the Self 


Iam. 


Joyof the Selfless 


I am not, 


night dust 


worlds blend 
thoughts ascend 
life amends 

lust 

stars descend 
shiver and bend 
called to befriend 


dusk 


The Enema Christi 


(To be recited after the Anima 


For each recital, 


month.) 


Nose of Christ, 
Brain of Christ, 
Mouth of Christ, 
Tongue of Christ, 
Teeth of Christ, 


Phlegm of Christ, 
Stomach of 


Farts of Christ, 
Piss of Christ, 
Manure of Christ, 
Thyroid of 
Immune system of 


Nervous system of Christ, 
Bladder of Christ, 
remember me 
Placenta of Christ, 
feed me 

clothe me 


Mind of Christ, 


Meat of Christ, 
Skin of Christ, 


Canopener of Christ, 
prepare me 
Natural juices of Christ, 

Marmalade of Christ, 


Oven of Christ, 


*yeballs of Christ, 
Eardrums of Christ, 
smell me 


Esophagus of Christ, 
Christ, 


Unejaculated semen of Christ, 
Blood sweat of Christ, 


Christ, 


Indulgence of 300 days 
Plenary on 


Christi. 
7 years after Holy Communion. 


the usual conditions to those who recite it every day for a 


see me 
hear me 


perceive me 

suck me 

kiss me 
devour me 
swallow me 
coat me 

digest me 
retain me 
soak me 
perfume me 


inebriate me 


fertilize me 
enlarge me 

Christ, defend me 
regulate me 
relieve me 


reattach me 


open me 


baste me 
sweeten me 


Refrigerator of Christ, preserve me 


Laundromat of Christ, 
unwrinkle me 


Iron of Christ, 


Headrush of Christ, 
Endorphens of Christ, 
Adrenalin of Christ, 


Donkey of Christ, 


Kingdom of Christ, 
Upchuck of Christ, 
belch Glory 


Burp of Christ, 
Hiccup of Christ, 


wash and dry me 


rush through me 
stone me 

quicken me 

unburden me 

rule me 

empty me 


expel from me 


Uhpp!! Sin 
Uhpp!! Satan 
Uhpp!! Sickness 
Uhppi! Sadness 
Uhpp!! Scum 


sperm whale 


dirty angels come dragging carnal thoughts 
dangling the meat of sin before my guarded door of soul 
black meat dancing from chains 

black wings 

and in the talons of the angels 

black earth 

from the stench of cum and fucking 

my soul distills the scent of pain 

and the odor of dying behind all things 
within my lungspirit, flashes of samadhi 
and an unending procession of waving cilia 
expelling black tar 

sapien slime 


and unholy mucus 


Stolen Prayers 


I —- Hail Nothing 


Hail Nothing, full of Nothing 

Nothing is with Thee 

Blessed is Nothing amongst Nothing 

And blessed is the fruit of Thy Nothing, Nothingness 
Holy Nothing, Mother of Nothing 

Pray for us Nothing 

Now and at the Nothing of our Nothingness 

Nadamen 


II -- Our Dada 


Our Dada that art in Dada 

bada be Thy Name 

Thy Dada come, Thy Dada be done 

On Dada as it is in Dada 

Give us this Dada our daily Dada 

And Dada us our Dada 

As we Dada those who Dada against Dada 
And lead us Dada into Dada 

But deliver us from Dada 

Dadamen 


III -- Glory Be 


Glory be to the Nada 
And to the Dada 

And to the Holy Nadada 
As Dada was in the Nada 
Is Nada 

And forever will be 
Nadada without end 
Nadadamen 


Death of the Creative Spiri 


There is no more music in my world 

No more poems, no more art 

All that 1 once valued and sought has receded 
AlL is stagnation, everywhere stagnation 
Unbreakable, weary, humdrum masturbation 


Repeated far too many times 


swallowing 


blow your nose 


worship your go 


birth open the 


fuck the moon 


the universe whole 


on the tissue 


d with a 


oceans in your arms 


eat the stars 


rescind 
ascend 
sin 


no more 


butcher 


Negation 


Negate me now 

Cross out this alien self 
This thing that would be free 
But isn't 

And can't be 

And can only live 

A withered existence 
Negate me now 

i worship negation 

Praise negation 

Seek negation 


Like truth unabhorred 


Negate me now 

Damn me to the center of the Void 
Not negative 

Not positive 


Unborn 


love scene 


a woman's eyeball telis her to eat fish 
yellow flowers lose their petals on a blue wind 
ana a child is putting its pacifier up its butthole 
while a crazed lesbian voice pronounces 
"excrete, excrete" 
over and over 
God appears in a bone in a dog's mouth 
as the bone is being gnawed one can see 
the wounded body of Christ 
within the bone 
loose flesh dangling all around 
the Christ is chanting 


“1 am the living man" 


Jose and the Boatman 


Upon the rocking boat Jose spoke of a strange slimy catch 
he had scored and eaten on the eve of St. Barnabus. 

“It had a purple sagitarius flavor to it,” he said boastingly. 

The boatman replied, "It must have been a jellyfish. 
Invertibrates fuck your mouth best in marmalade." 

The boy then tied a mongoloid fetus to his line and cast it 
gleefuily into the sea 

While the boatman, dropping his trousers, chewed taffy 


and copped a feel from a starfish. 


Q My/Our Constant Prayer 


I/We take refuge in the Father, Abba, 
= Source of all freedom; E = 5 = 
I/We take refuge in the Son, Yeshua Messiah, 
——— “Source of all creativity; = E : = = 
I/We take refuge in the Holy Spirit, Ruach Elohim, 
= source of all community; = ES 
That all may be One 
+287 ou—Di-vine—?rinity—are—One.— — — — - - 


Lord God, I/we have faith in your Eternal Word = 
help strengthen my/our faith 
— and my/our living witness t a—tkatofaiphs 


Lord God, I/we trust in your Infinite Love and Mercy = = 
help increase my/our trust in 


And my/our selfless sharing of 


Thy Divine Compassion. 


Lord God, I/we hope for Universal Enlightenment 
please fulfill my/our hope 
and allow me/us to participate in some small way 
in your plan of Cosmic Liberation. 


O Lord God at times I/we experience such suffering 
f = “please comfort me/us with your healing Spirit 
and allow me/us, whenever possible, 
(to be a vessel of Thy comfort and healing for others. 


And may I/we be every mindful | 
of the heart of Thy kenotic Life, Love and Wisdom: 
Nothing whatsoever should be clung to. 


E = I/We ask this in the name and power of 
the Father, Abba 

EE the Son, Yeshua Messiah l = 
and the Holy Spirit, Ruach Elohim 


Amen 


holy lust: a brief screenplay 


man: (close-up of his face) The world exists because desire exists. 
woman: (close-up of her face) Desire exists within the gods. 
man: (full body shot of him robed and standing) The gods exist 
within ourselves. 
Woman: (full body shot of her robed and standing) Let us recognize 
our true nature. 
(far shot of the two facing each other and disrobing) 
man: (upper body shot) I am Siva, the dark lightning, the erect 
lingam, father of day and night, dancer of universes. 
woman: (upper body shot) I am Shakti, the green egg, the fertile 
oven, mother of life and death, consort of Siva. 
(far shot of man moving towards woman and pushing her backwards 
onto a bed) 


man: (getting on top of woman) May the eternal energy rise up 


our spines. 
woman: (copulation begins) From desire. 
man: To compassion. 
woman: To devotion. 
man: To wisdom. 
woman: To the thousand petal lotus of enlightenment. 
man: (close-up of the two's heads, whispering in her ear) 
May our copulation be the vessel of enlightenment. 
woman: (whispering in his ear) May our copulation be the 
eternal act of becoming. 
(upper body shot, each lifts one arm under the pillow and 
grabs a pistol from beneath) 
man: (closer upper body shot; man holds pistol at woman's mouth) 
Life. f 
woman: (pointing pistol at man's temple) From death. 
(woman kisses the pistol barrel and man puts it in her mouth) 
(woman presses her pistol deeper into man's temple; the two 
are still copulating) 
man: (speaking in heaving thrusts and rhythmicly as in a countdown) 
Om Ma Ni Pad Me Hum. 
(the next second the screen goes black as two gunshots simultaneously 


FIRE!!) 


4 Gates 


falling towards the sky 

Hq tears left in my eyes 

su mind beyond the mind 

ling towards the sky 
Kaya 


bogha Kaya 
a Kaya 


Comin’ 


s raining ra 


dawn 


cerpts of the Apostles‘ Creed and 


Church) and vena Cava 
usic: Dively 4 Wachter 


better days ahead. 
3 hurts. I want to die. 

just one solution once you're gone 
feel. Trust has turned color, 

it all. Trust has turned color. 


ants to die? who likes this living? 


die today. Fuck this! 
ROARRRE £ 
ROARRRII 
ne. Deliver me. 


Now X should die. 

I'm gonna die. 

You make me stoned, 
Leave me to die, 


1 lost my courage. 
Picased to be a fool. 
You make my heart hate. 
You can't simply answer. 


Deliver me. Deliver me. 
r me. Deliver me. 
to ge now for more, 
tt want to live. 
to go. 
ROARRRI!I 
ROARRR 
HE ENEMA CHRISTI 


Wachter 
Dively 


ords 
mesic: 


Sulgence of 300 days for each recital, 
nion.) 


Christ, see me 
ardrums of Christ, hear me 

ose of Christ, smell me 

Brain of Christ, perceive me 

Me of Christ, suck me 

Tongue of Christ, kiss me 

eeth of Christ, devour me 
Esophagus of Christ, swallow me 
Phiegm of Christ, coat me 
Stomach of Christ, digest me 
Seron of Christ, retain me 

Blood sweat of Christ, soak me 
Farts of Christ, perfume me 

Piss of Christ, inebriate me 
sanure of Christ, fertilize me 
‘Thyroid of Christ, enlarge me 
meune system of Christ, defend me 
crvous system of Christ, regulate me 
ladder of Christ, relieve me 

Mind of Christ, remember me 
Placenta of Christ, reattach me 
Meat of Christ, feed me 

kin of Christ, clothe me 

anopener of Christ, open me 

oven of Christ, prepare me 

Natural juices of Christ, baste me 
Marmalade of Christ, sweeten me 
Refrigerator of Christ, preserve me 
Laundromat of Christ, wash and dry me 
Iron of Christ, unwrinkle me 
Headrush of Christ, rush through me 
Endorphens of Christ, stone,me 
Adrenalin of Christ, quicken me 
Donkey of Christ, unburden me 


ingdom of Christ, rule me 
Upchuck of Christ, empty me 
Burp of Christ, belch Glory 
Christ, expel from me 
San 
Satan 
Sickness 
Sadness 


se 


The Kicene Creed (from the liturgy of the Catholic 
(by Diamanda Galas) 


7 years after 


pn 


E. 


Dively: guitar, vocale, keyhoards/piano 


Gates: bess, vocala, quilar, plano, desma 


wachter: 


quilar, vocals, bass, fluto, 
sampling keyboard, drum machine, 
PIK generator 


merda; cycerpta from "The Plaque Ma 
by DBiramanda Galas; 
tuxkaposed by Wachter & Braus 
music: Wachter & Krau 
unclean, Unclean, Unclean, Unclean 
welcome the Devil! 
welcome the bevel 
come the Devil 
come the Devil! 


n, Unclean, Unclean, Unclean 
me sodomy! Give me 
me sodomy! Give me 
me sodomy! Give me 
Give me sodomy! Give mo 


death! 
death! 
death! 
doaths 


wei come 
welcome 
leome 
Welcome 


Devil: 
Devil 
Devi] 
Devitt 


the 


death, 
death, 
death, 
death, 


death, death, 
death, death, 
death, death, 
death, death, 
death 


death, 
death, 
death, 
death, 


TM 
word 


and music: Gates 
searchin for him 
lookin for him 


hearin bout him 


“ve been a 
e been a 
o been a 
Jesus 
ve been a 
ve been a 
ve been a 
- Jesus, Jesus 

ip bip bip be ba do do. . 

- Jesus 

They 
They 
They 
They 
They 
They 
-- Jesus, 
Yip bip bip 
-- Jesus 

ve been a 
ve been a 
ve heen a 
ve been a 


wondrin bout him 
tbinkin bout him 
dreamin bout him 


Y 


will 
viii 


say that he 
say that he 
say that he 
say that he 
say that he 
say that he 
Jesus 

be ba do do. . - 


come in 
save 
will come 
will hear 
is comin 
will come in and save me 


and save 


lookin for him 

waitin for him 

wondrin bout him comin 
sayin to him 
ve been a sayin to him 
ve been a sayin to him 
s he really real? 

Jesus 

ip bip bip be da do do. . . 

-- Jesus 

They say that he is comin 

They say that he will come love 

They say that he will come and save everyone 
“ip bip bip be da dodo... 

Jesus 

ow what's takin so long? 

How come its takin so long? 

How come its takin so long? 

~- Jesus 
what are 
what are 
“het are 
-- Jesus 
Yip bip bip be ba do de . . 
-- Jesus 
think 
think 
think 
think 


he real 


yos waitin for? 
you waitin for? 
you waitin for? 


its time 
its time 
its time 
its time 
think its time 
think its time 
- Jesus, Jesus 


that 
that 
that 
that 
that 
that 


you 
you 
you 
you 
you 
you 


For info. on upcoming POP CON performances, 
additional copies of “The Keck” ($4 cach), 
and/or booking arrangements contact: 
Population Control Headguarters 
of world Revolution 
atte: ernest wachter 
$01 3ist Street 
opna, PA 16602 
814-944-9015 


Also available from P/C Headquarters: 

Fhe Incomplete Wachter (an audio autobiography) 
by ernest wachter -- $3 

SOUL FAMINE (the poetic writings of a starving 
nomad in the cryptic abyss) 
by ernest wachter -- 36 


